Now help, Thou meek and blessed, Thou fair Maid,
Me, banished wretch, in wilderness of gall;
Think how the Canaanitish woman said
That even dogs may eat of the crumbs all
Which from the master's laden table fall;
And though I, now, unworthy son of Eve,
Am sinful, yet accept me, who believe.

And since all faith is dead divorced from works,

That I may do the right, O give me space

To free me from that darkness of deep murks!

O Thou, Who art so fair and full of grace,

Be Thou my advocate in that high place

Where without ever end is sung "Hosanna,"

Thou, Mother of Christ and daughter of Saint Anna!

And of Thy light my soul illuminate,
That troubled is by the contagion sown
Here in my body, also by the weight
Of earthly lust and false loves I have known;
O haven of refuge, O salvation shown
To those that are in sorrow7 and distress,
Now help, for to my work 111 me address.

Yet pray I all who read what I do write,
Forgive me that I do no diligence
By subtle change to make the story right;
For I have taken both the words and sense
From him who wrote the tale in reverence
Of this one saint; I follow her legend
And pray you that you will my work amend-
In terpretacio Nominis Caecilie
Quam Ponit Prater lacobus
lanuensis in Legenda Aurea.

First would I you the name of Saint Cecilia

Expound, as men may in her story see.

It is to say, in English, "Heaven's lily," a
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